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eftness did the deed. Agility has found a 

particulate, pressing dichotomy. Allegro and 

articulate, we re-awakened an aviary of chirping 
life. The rough cut on upper highland travel garrisoned the 
primeval chord of inter-connectedness, resolved the 
wayward distances and dispositions, furthered the 
ecological separateness which made every country a haven. 
Large, intuitive systems of attenuated co-efficiency proved 
the theorem called subtraction. Exploited by egocentricity, 
the belle was wrath itself. Moments recanted became a 
currying of flavour. My gleaming gastronomical exploration 
into a life less bleak worked itself into a pronouncement of 
astronomy, astronomical sums, the figurine as nurtured 
muse. I retreat therefore I live the agonizing return to taste, 
to tasteful sensibility, to the soup spoon of indomitable 
courage. The lemongrass must be fresh. Canning the socio- 
political ebb and flow of the commiseration prerogative, we 
carpe diem. 


This afternoon's cathartic walk in the premium address of 
our restructured nationality became a trite observation, 
that transience now a vestige of misanthropy, an essayist's 
turn of phrase. As life returns to a polity, so do the traps, 
the trappings, the courtier's conspiracy filibustered as 
nihilism. Counterinsurgency, too, has run its course. The 
revolution will be pre-fabricated, proliferated wirelessly, an 
untethered rangeland of bucks and mozzarella. The hooves 
of history are covered by soft, suppliant artifice. Material 
philosophy threw the gauntlet and turned an ungodly past 
into parochial, picture-book humour. There are stones, 
bricks, cementing support structures everywhere. Little 
wonder that the chamber is a boudoir. The relics are, 
safely, inside the museum, in the photographic repository 
we log onto in the same pagination, as a political 
imaginary called verified public ownership. My electronic 
piano is throwing up novel apparatus.Our good- 
neighbourliness was not rewarded although digital perks 
do relieve an over-careened classification. Noam Chomsky 
will be read not rerun. 


My super-drome of informational responsiveness was pithy, 
dull for many, Dronacharya's dogmatic interjections for an 
identifiably political time, for the merry in a populist 
explosion. I read for a while but wrote my designated 
number of characters with great competence. The bi- 
carbonated world of bi-nary linguistics was an upheaval, 
uplifted and alleviated only by the campaign we call 
society. Gadget junkets replaced the junkies with AI on 


their minds; manna from heaven was seen as a small coin 
lying haplessly by the tree of knowledge -we cannot rest 
until our super is roasting the beans. There was talk of 
power and freedom - we know so much better. It must be 
freedom from power. Or is it empowered by freedom? Have 
the powerful recommissioned the Yogi? Life's little 
renunciations appear fallible, flimsy, equated with trickling 
streams rather than the avalanching torrential of the 
upstream dynamo. That sudden rush of nature's goodness 
surrounding the world with fluid dynamics and scientific 
discourse leaves them unimpressed but inked with 
precision tactics. Dante was allegro, too? 


Exclamation points are inductive, additive, enunciated as 
propagandist radicalization. Jihadi Jane reminded me of 
that precursor named fire. With pseudo-rationalism on the 
rise, my comrades and IJ turn to hill-side terracing where 
many products elicit a torrid gaze, the very anatomical 
distention of sights and sounds, an unequivocal extension 
of helping hands that refutes all popular claims of might, 
right, deleted strength. Wildlife trade was illicit once too. 


Moreover, part and parcel of the Kronos are the unbeaten 
paths, those baskets of ingrained virtue, the premium we so 
mistook for the prom. My advancing garrulity was archived 
as a tap dance tune. My newly charged enthusiasm for 
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mobile hotspots must never waver. I will try the shortcuts. 
Woven chance and sewn sympathy have gone to the 
backwaters. Black pools of rain dot Nepal's interior. 
Exteriorized by readiness, we are winsome in song. The 
minstrels sang; ministering perfect cadence, the narcs ran 
to Cleo's Carpathians. The plebeian run around was, 
diligently, recorded by our canine rescuers. They looked 
like an emoji waiting to be etched in and 

vindicated by the world's imagination. 


Halved fruition and heaving plethora are synced, 
systematic, technically indispensable in any pre-supposed 
planetary change. Unfortunately for folks in the narrows, 
there are people, too, everywhere, laughing and playfully 
ridding terrorism of its protracted agonies. Ebony and ivory 
tusks remain as colour compounds, bastions of another 
liberty, evening's median patience and ethereal bargain. My 
adventure spirit is awoken by Tik Tok's annals and high-def 
perfection. A pilgrimage tour can accommodate song as it 
should not inculcate a tango that does not lilt nor 

last. The last waltzing Matilda has left the palace of 
indulgence for pastoralist proposals. I learn French for a 
linguistic advantage. They turn to solitaire but play mine 
craft as intermittence. I cried foul many times - 
sociolinguistics is proven calculi, an exculpated 
development, the perfectionist in tinted identity. The 
county was desolate, divulged, an anachronism that 
extended well into a futurist's roving faculties. Starry nights 
shine down ease and comfort here but Hegel would need 


days of repose. The mighty ship of basted metal was sent 
away.There is a pond, an apostle, an easy chair for socialists 
to arm wrestle Samarkand's disrobed advocate. 

Noisy initiation rites do not sit well in contemporary 
society. Political realities are furthered in neo-Arthurian 
manner, as an argonaut of ill luck, for a trial by fire that 
shakes shallow logic. 


Bitterly misunderstood, nature ethics is placated on a route 
chosen as chaste but end-gamed in disheveled earth. Self- 
promotion hath arrived in fetishized, mythological, 
hermaphrodite motion captivity. As the cookies pile up, 
private hell and heaven reappear as if in trance, on 
Huxley's mission indelible, ordered at a nice diner for two. 
The bratwurst was topped. Human issuance has rented the 
cartwheel of democracy, the tendered skill, the drummer's 
eschatology. Livid but lucid in mobile ringtone, the Super 
instilled conformism, atavism, personage presented in 
transitory vibrato. The mould of gold caved in; we will 
carry out our traditional duties as bonus not onus. 


Gathering together sundry aspect ratio, the people 
thoroughfare ran into the coffee house cabal as 

though in combat boots. A lessened confrontation is not 
unlike leavened bread - breaking chains of dramatic 
interludes with a hearty breakfast. The tea was warm and 


9 


therapeutic. The tetrad is alive and well. Rewriting the 
proverbial, mechanized failure of humanity, I chose to 
contemporize daily malapropisms with Bhimsen Thapa’s 
legacy-defying structural imaginary. A tower is a towering 
structure, a lighthouse incentive, the viewpoint which 
everyone deserves but appropriates as heightened remote 
sensing. The experience of seeing, sight, a panorama is 
habitual here - a long awaited detour into summation. I 
have not climbed the Dharahara but recommend the 
remade landmark’s exploratory look and feel. "Higher, still, 
and higher ..." Whilst intemperate racialism rescinds its 
promise, we leave verbiage to grades and gradation. 


I had dumplings for lunch. We do the ethnic promise of 
sustenance well - a familiar and well-earned notion of 
enjoyment in a lived, styled, trending helping of steamy 
and wholesome delight. We have the requisite 
accouterments now - a steamer is not a warmer. The brown 
bag filled with intercontinental fare is nigh. A farewell to 
arms and to pocket-watched, golden-triangled, crescent- 
mooned weaponization bides its time. The time was ripe 
for revolution yet again - sensory experience is a war for 
attention, that kettle whistling a familial tune, the tasting 
table bereft of empty fruit bowls. Provinces make them 
uncomfortable. I can see the worker’s revolution work a 
slab of wood into paradise reformed, performed, pleasantly 
stuccoed with design awareness. 


An anthropologist would wonder about devolution as the 
world traverses its back alley, back door, background but 
Nepal hails the ensuing pittance in peals of laughter and 
biculturalism. The Super has left a trail of leaves and 
unbroken premises for us to encode, to deconstruct, to 
measure as if they were Samarkand's Arabic rites. 
Languages too proliferate, propagate, splash the 
entitlement with accentuated determination. The flying 
carpet left me unimpressed - the genius of Broadway lies in 
expression not freedom. We smile easily these days. The 
malevolent grin of spilt milk and terror was absolute. The 
big reset has landed. An army of slave traders does 

not count as reinforcement. Verdant places are positioned 
in warm fellowship; they dance to remember as Tik Tok 
refutes unpopular aspersions and benevolence is 
recommissioned. 


Hardship, struggle, exasperated poverty are programs in 
domain-centric, power-sharing agreement documents. We 
are the magnanimity we did not choose to be. The 
institution was handed over and power is to be. Sartre's 
poignant dramaturgy has given light to the canteens in 
swift reply. I have trodden the goreto of assimilation, an 
undeniably straight-forward alley of hope and solitude, a 
pathway which takes the mind towards caution away from 
casual references and inferences. 


il 


Exulting in the arc dynamic, Nepali forma have reserved 
the right to life in the new century. Denial, recently 
exposed and enacted, is the disingenuous, regressive price 
curve. Reshaping a past ingress, the bordered lands of the 
Asian subcontinent are, pleasingly, visual, verdant, vector 
scale in the Nepali rendition. Redux is real, recanted, a 
roaming facility of remotely-sensed, exploited asbestos. As 
best we may, the world shakes in obligatory penance once 
the fairytales of ambition come alive. Deserted and 
decertified, flat plained cottages, along the meandering 
road, are effacedly unbecoming dry salvages written about 
in poetry but elegiac as stone. Pumice is a well-worn 
privilege. Stained by mediocrity, the rare earth looks 
towards the severe, supine orchard of bamboo for 
resilience. Gorkha beer is a perk of investiture. Marpha 
brandy is a sundried embalment. Vintage rice wine has 
made the grade, anew. Khas sherbet is a Parbat 
mechanism, decrying intifadah. Charred in the torrid sun, 
broken elms are fire itself. Emeralds were recounted as a 
symbolic virtue with which to clothe the noble quest - the 
ennobled task of climbing hills. 


Plenary sessions of pointed constitutionalism are par 
excellence. Rarely afforded an attribution, the created, 
commonplace morse is a global public good. Bows and 
arrows of need and necessity have epitomized the warrior's 
scholarly, solemn, sombrero-inspired coffee brewmanship. 
French-toasted barnyards are best in summertime, with 


carrier pigeons. The terracotta-moistened cornice will be 
an assembly, the assemblage, the post-mortem of sensory 
liberation. Geek chic is the triumphal. Technica was a blog- 
chained, barcode policy of timing, choice and balance. 
Fiber optic networks, underground but above par, deflect 
an odd, inestimable convergence of process and power. 
Incongruent in the leeward side and deterministically 
pushing every agenda towards newer possibilities, 
transformative innovations have given me an interface, a 
channel, a working capacity. Competent worlds collide 
even today. Carts and careening users lift science and 
ingenuity out of the shadows and into a co-dependence we 
call mathematics. STEM research was not in vain. 
Molecular moments are for hard labour to memorialize. 


The red lanterns of opposing terrains are, finally, 
decorative. Prevalence is data too. A warm afternoon slides 
into a farmer's table - the platter is not the peasantry. At 
eventide, urban Goliaths met fair Dravidians and Godiva 
chocolate will be a new baptism. Neo-classical myths will 
rewrite the faux, the feeble present, the pathos of fallacy. 
Affective, affected interjections aside, we say coupé with 
fiery indeterminacy. Narcissus and the well are packaged 
for faraway implementations. The decision weary polity of 
the temperate zones appears placid, plain, polarized. But 
then, there is the Socratic method for untying history as an 
embittered, unwritten verb. Ancient Stupas are polished 
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prayer. Silver is recycled, a gratification, an incarnate. 
Happy hunting grounds rescind for the artisan and the 
aerial drone of temporality. Mechanical bolts from far and 
wide have seasoned many support systems, the upstream 
of sustainable life, itself. Downstream, the holy river runs 
into political will with an unpardonable grime. The new 
agreement has found its permissible, impermeable photo 
of the day. 
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ost-effective and prudent in our portfolio 

instructionals, the Nepali is yet to find true comfort 

in hard-won peace and resolution. Solved problems 
are child's play. The great ethnic divide, persistently a caste 
uniformity understood to be both tribal and mechanized, is 
found extractively, exclusively present even as a village 
slumbers. The villa of sparkling wine and co-worked neo- 
authoritarianism is unencumbered, steadied, post-Met. The 
Nepali home is predestiny for many but a predestined, 
parlour offensive for some. The clique terror of the 
barricade years is a global yet self-imposed race and colour 
setting. Plato's Republic promises to rid dyslexic 
misanthropy and supplant it with a historical solution 
named ars societé. 


Beyond broad=stroked, romantic notions of the great 
Himalayas, we have been refitted, coconut-oiled, 
exaggerated. Beauty and the beast have both returned to 
God, somewhat Heathcliff in appearance but in need of 
many more Catherines. The golden years - the renaissance 
of geography - is ahead. Brimmed and bright, we have 
crossed the causeway of hope - the ropeway of Rolwaling is 
15 


a lessened casteism, to be experienced not watched as in 
the past. There are no more ideals, idylls, values nor 
visions to caricature. The bohemian, bejeweled glass of 
Pinot runneth over. 


Arcane philologies aside, we are what we think. Radical, 
raucously Sophist, dispossessed, an ars Indica is the Nepali, 
the Nepali centrism, a Naya Nepal. Pax is not a judicious 
nor callous word. Climate science is a well-performing 
indicator but the unscrambled losses of diction and 
phraseology remain unparalleled - a remarkable world of 
word counts with, really, none whatsoever to count. The 
show does go on. Sounds of dark matter are present, 
purified, a paltry sum with which to buy sonic equality. 
There is such a thing as genomic bookkeeping. For a 
minute, I wished it had been bee-keeping instead. While 
the world revels in aromatherapy, our painstakingly- 
terraced lands are ethnobiology. Rare finds are not mudden 
shards of clay, the urn of crescents past. Real, immutable 
but, sadly, weighty objects in the modern slave trade, a 
Nepali painting is a chrysanthemum, a throne, a Hittite 
weapon. The altruist's code is long overdue. We await 
wages of peaceability, equal pay, diligent calculators. Life is 
not a beach. 


The world is, humbly, an oyster shell, a larkspur hunt, a 
much-denied cue for the human right to be human, 
humane. The terra dactyl was in town. A branded dwelling 


could not have been more fitting at the time. Settlements 
are computational, negotiated fjords on paper and land. 
Tinned, foiled, Arcadian by emergence, new havens arising 
for modern sociability in modern landscapes often leave 
one lost in thought. Could Eggs Benedict have saved the 
world? The Kalahari desert, once mentioned, becomes an 
ideologos. In seeking escape from engendered changes in 
endangered realities, the Nepali revolution of velvet 
remembrance moulds caste as if iron, as if final, as though a 
desert storm is a coveted, covert, Karl Lagerfeld luxury. 
Lifeless but livid, wondering mendicants medicate shaken 
ground. Shaken people were seen nursed by the arch 
dissembler we call an official. The Nepali official is a 
digressive, Milton-inspired parameter. Though pan-seared 
scallops heal, fan fare is the bold and beautified deal, the 
essentialist Khairenitar of public life. The speech, 
gratuitously, is all we hear in a taxi. Philanthropy is not 
dead. The samaritan is resting. The soul has nourished an 
animal kingdom. Wounds of battle, seen perspicaciously in 
block-printed leggings, are chosen ensembles, now 
chaperoned. 


Dalhousian growth could be in vogue. The armada of lived 
egress, topped and toppled by native scenes, is a Harappan 
sensorium - the sanitized, sane, marsupial life of 
forbearance. [lium was in a good place. The cocktail of 
impoverishment, incontinence and a descending value- 
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system was most capital for the capitalists who did not 
know of Karl Marx. The mockathon of birds and bees 
became pan-idyllic for the imperialists who could not sing. 
The cacophony of catastrophe is, still, daily life for the 
anthropologists who do not have a publisher. In all 
sincerity, we exist as a grapes of wraith sequel, the veritable 
Jacques Derrida of populist implosion, a pentatonic 
resurrection of populace. Laced with Ayurveda, we have 
Shanghai'd the ego of man and woman, right back. We have 
illuminated vocabulary with archetype. Freudian jokes 
abound. To be hung is not Jungian in associative post- 
transnationalism. 


Truncated values are most capital, too. In vino veritas. Can 
democracy thrive alongside self-governance? Will the 
future-proofed workplace, muralled by earthquake resin, 
deliver the goods? Is the temple, truly, of, for and by the 
king? The queen of the Mojave may regress - is it time for 
people power, yet again? Should gender be an agenda, the 
addendum, a deletion? Wealth is health - telemedicine will, 
most likely, support betterment by design. A learnt 
béchamel is authenticity - the repose of 2ist-century 
business travel and internationalized solutions-engineering. 
Human security prevails and prevaricates but intercedes as 
a lifeline of workable, relational order. Unto led lighting and 
Tapari, the logics of conclusion and the pragmatics of 
treaty become a Chai meeting at a Pati. 
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here will be free Wi-fi in Shey Phoksundo - Nepal's 

natural wealth was capitalized, lately a sous vide, 

often torrential in mineral luminality. Cinema 
caritas could be impunity. We read in a recharged manner 
while the rumbling magma of decimal doctrines forgive the 
century its fast forward ways. The walk is the way. Falling 
leaves are not fallen grace. The feasibility of perfected 
dimensionality, such as a skylark in Gorkha, remunerates 
tired and tallied mindscapes. A study of species advanced 
in unfurled discourse but, poetically, rooted for the minted 
rather than the mint. Suppers are sustenance. Dawn is 
deuteronomic. The soma of dearth and drudgery is a Darth 
Vader response to the sybarite, earthenware, world water 
day. Jacobean dramatis hash-tagged the campaigns - 
#niptuck4good. Gudrun would be happy today. 


The Nepal perspective is a lens, a soliloquy for Eden, the 
dual sim of ergonomics. Egoism, sexism and class war were 
trite parentheses here. Now, they are Dr. Who's phantom of 
the opera. Whipping night flights do not dither. The 
Warsaw Pact was mistaken for the documentarian's graphic 


design - l'objet est d'art. Venal sin is in the discussion form. 
Mighty opposition is the Achilleas shield - Aeolus will heal, 
Teiresias must write, Dido is aging. The drag and drop of 
self-published trivium was an encounter, countered by 
experimental communiqué. Framed, filigreed tribal war did 
not win, wither nor waste the moment. I reasoned with the 
hair clip - to style or not to style, that is version control. 
Figurines of deism refreshed the senses but they cried 

over spilt milk and my dairymaid years are over. Shylock is 
overrated. The gunslinger moratorium has won a new 
artistic license. There should have been perfumes too. 


Rhetoric's device savvy characters are trending. Persuasion 
in leadership would relieve the comrade from socio- 
voluntourism, his Tartan ingenue, a tuppence of toasted 
coffee. The pittance of the modern aeon is tried, tested, 
untrue. I am a spiritual refugee in circumference, a climate 
change circumstantial, a structural reform denial. 


The day is a semblance. In nature's surroundings, the 
ecosystem finds turnkey cosmos and rises to occasionals. 
Shiny metallurgy was once the trick and treat. We were 
haphazard, handed over, horizonal. The stone deity was a 
sudden theology. There were heretics, horses, hindered 
heliotropes. A Starbucks coup is most vernacular. 
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Resemblances have taken on myriad mythologies but the 
Zionist did not find a meaningful pitch. To see is, also, to 
witness, to exculpate, to desist. A revolt tossed terror into 
perspective, alliance and a Caesar salad of bounty. Life's 
little melodies show grand promise, exercise chequer board 
status and upliftment. 


Discrimination is infringement on gleaming shanks but 
deluded grandeur will arise, out of the ashes and into the 
teak hollows. The Pre-Raphaelite paint job of précis and 
precipice Weimarism will decide, deriving power in people 
and progress. Thus it has been said. Thus we have reversed 
fortune's Fabian decline. Thus there is equipoise. The 
rearrangement of co-designed, carousel-led socialization 
was mistaken for Guevara's Socialism but Cuban cigars do 
not sit well here. Fauvism is winning, while the finish line 
lay in the null void. Decathlon imagery is viscous, under 
knowledgeable trees, in the nascence of revolution. The 
mind is over matter. It is moving along. Matter was just 
made that way. Invincibility was understood and applied as 
invisibility. 


The Third Eye was a real and imagined socio-economic 
salute, the fiery cannon of hyper-local protocol. Beauty has 
beholden, too, distilled, designated. The tactile was given 
its due mobile accreditation. The ameliorated, perforated, 
Sushi-plattered work of daily life, resoundingly, will 
resume, therein assuming that there is walled hope. 


Continuity remembers and the long journeys of day and 
night are in the correct premise, the scouted trail, an 
unparalleled universal. Unchanged, the eternal is a 
waterfall of mantras - the lively essence of misrepresented 
sententia. The predicated act, action and activity, presently 
a mortgaged mast, that swept the post-Hotspur, post- 
Falstaff society of symptoms we call the universe was found 
to be untenably dark web, Stygian, the systematics of 
ignorance. Bliss, on the other hand, is listening to a podcast 
on Nepali #socent. Bold strides of advancement and vetted 
success stories have started the work of lifting people up as 
if on a duvet of precious metals. 


A Siamese cat is a joy forever. I played an Aria by Pergolesi - 
atonal sounds spake but I am in forte. The hill nearby is my 
distanced audience. The electronic piano is rented. The 
music sheet could not have been more easternized. As I 
understand it today, morendo is a good word. Scatological 
innuendo aside, I can feel the hysteria of Classicism. I can 
read music. The time signature was an arduous battle of 
memory but a man of letters once quipped that we should 
play it by ear. The exact timing of my practice hours brims 
with lyrical light - one might surmise that this is it. I have 
performed, paraglided, eked out a living standard. Quality 
is ice cream, too. The clansmanship, implicit in the music 
score, takes culture into the new realm. The drumbeats are 
a camaraderie. The aria, itself, could be for the maiden 
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voyage called reparation. Repatriation has, also, come by 
and, so too, the red planter. Is it a hit? Tacit, funded, 
undulating, the Nepal interest will mend broken fences, 
fence with infographics, teach perseverance. Every God has 
his day too. Kulturel politik is my friend. Supine legumes 
arrive at the door. The wooded window, often derelict, is 
just fur elisé hereon. 


The holos (Greek for whole) is contentious and careworn. 
Demi-gods are not a novelty affect in popular policy arenas. 
Arms and anger decry every trivialized conclave as dinner 
and dance. Mesopotamia is as much an anachronistic 
expletive as it is a history of the world. The gendarme of 
heightened insecurity needed a dishwasher. The axis is 
quite bedeviled. Mohenjo Daro could be the next lifestyled, 
3-d printed, travelled destination. Ancient granaries have 
replaced Grandma's heartwarming recipe. Mine eyes! 
Allegiance is now thrown to the status algorithm we know 
as an automobile. I do not wear jacquard nor jaguar prints. 
My pet project is learning - the languages of the world 
exhume bad development, bad bananas. We work around 
the city's provisions. All in all, the event management years 
have surpassed every known literary movement as real, 
actual, impossible - there were dead words at the 
masquerade too. 
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Epilogue: Of a dialogue 


he bittersweet story of life is the wasted land. The 

evening, with "the patient etherized on a table," 

became a rallying cry, a treatise to change, the 
loud inviolable that plunged injustice into its own dark 
abyss. An absynthine return shakes hitherto uncharted 
foundations but the principle is crossed in time zones. An 
ensuing and reciprocal ease is called zen, the 
unaccompanied symphony now dormant, a parakeet's 
parley. The dream of bittersweet endings is a reactive, 
reduced land's end. To recount the majesty of natural 
formations parcels a tragicomic undertone. We are 
symptomatically human, fallaciously assigning undaunted 
pride to some and prejudiced by others. 


The deep identity of place and implacable earth will not 
need interpreted, disguised discourse anymore. Glocal is 
another interesting word. Heredity is not a cup of tea. The 
times new roman bourgeoisie is an encircled phalanx of 
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grand vitriol. Ask not what your county can do for you. 
Quand tu s'ait petit? Articles of re-established faith abound 
in Nepal. Sometimes, there are monkeys in the ritual 
cleansing, ridding the vermin too often seen to be plastic 
bottles. It does matter that we are an endogenous group. 
The curtain called buttressed continentalism was solely a 
signatory success. Other hammers and sickles season the 
world in a spectral fugue - the banded, brighter, 
beleaguered combat scribes for whom home and heart are 
fundamental. 


Extremist ideas do not cut dry grass anywhere nor sheath 
a clash with silver in hinterlands made for close 
communities. Tinted rays bring good tides, frictionless co- 
evolution, aired grievance. Syncretism is the lost 
synchronicity, synthesized only by theory, which one can 
presume without judgement. The differentials, the strokes 
of genius, the folks who build nations are dotted around, 
not diaphanously plotted for the next wave of the agora as 
was rumored on television. The grapevine, though, is here 
to say it all. The Daedalus in us has arisen. We shall express 
ourselves as we were, too. While spatial planners see 
opportune lots, I have captured the unspoken melody of 
historicity, of Nepal's unshorn relativism, of their livelihood 
programmatics freed in time. 


Frescoed salience is knowing the turf and sandy silt. 
There is much to report and discuss. The barta was timely. 
But, people are sheltering, soldering, seizing the nation's 
brick loads in anticipation of the Turkish bath we call our 


country. The road did not lead to purgatory. Instead, the 
realized world, real and dust-ridden, is clear and present. 
The magic realism of our forgotten, forbidden shanty will 
be as distinctive, possibly, but the manifesto is mould and 
caffeinated. The rewilding of the East did not transform the 
worn-out well of earlier Suns. The gilded pot held empty by 
rewarded hands was illusory, elusive, a transition. 
Discernment is back in the game. The game of life has 
earned its eighty-four courses. The glazed, narrowed, 
velveted gems known as the Nepali are smiling. 


The haze after trauma and tiresome, tealed fascism is a 
new warning, an old pardon, telekinesis itself. The venture 
capitalist matriculated profit in the adventure kibbutz. 
Veiled magnanimity is a confessional exhortation. 
Extracted, the extortionist was a cunning cartoon, a serving 
of punitive damage otherwise relegated to restitution. The 
might of isolation, dissolution and counter-terror is a 
winsome fable. Solidified on stone, the law is the referenda. 
The jabberwocky of inordinate mileage was mellifluous. 
The Melamchi waters that have, finally, reached the Capital 
are an ordinary boon. Assuredly, we can put the residual, 
the banal, the cruel disgrace of war behind us. Urban 
javelins a.k.a warriors of the last resort sought to parse, 
morse, erase the disregard we call lesser mortality. Router 
enabled and search facilitated, the equalized will cure the 
biosphere from unapproachable degradation - Vaastu is a 
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shastra, too. Free thinkers, free associations, free wifi have 
rescued the swastika and Om is sage refuge. 


About the Author 


Veneeta Singha is a writer, a photographer and a 
communications worker from Kathmandu, Nepal. She 
works and lives by the code called solidarity. 


